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WHO 18 THE BIOH CHRISTIAN? 

To be truly rich, all graces of patience, 
and purity, and meekness, and long-suf- 
fering are indispensable. Cost what they 
will, they must be attained. By prayer 
and by practice they must be sought after, 
and so sought as to secure them. He is 
a meager, unfinished, unripe, and unim- 
pressive Christian who does not possess 
those peculiar graces which are only to be 
won by suffering and trial. Do not draw 
back from the possession of any spiritual 
treasure, I beseech you, from the dread of 
paying dearly for it. The worldling with- 
holds no toil, no sacrifices, that are need- 
ful to secure his coveted gains or honors. 
The merchant begrudges not the evenings 
spent away from his own fireside, if those 
extra hours over his ledgers will give but 
an extra dividend of profits. The sculp- 
tor counts not the long months wasted 
which see him with hammer and chisel 
pursuing the imprisoned figure which his 
keen eye detects in the blocks of Parian 
marble. And the children of light-must 
carry into the service of Christ the same 
untiring ardor, the same zeal, and the 
same self-denial by which the children of 
the world win wealth, and honor, and 
emoluments. Oh, for a holy enthusiasm, 
a holy covetousness to become rich to- 
ward God !—Theodore L.   Cuyler, D. D. 

DAY IN AND DAY OUT. 

It is the homely everyday duties that 
weary housekeepers so ; day in and day 
out, they must be gone through with, but 
there are ways of doing some of these 
that make them less tiresome to us, and 
it is the wise woman who seeks them out. 
When my dear grandmother insisted that 
I should be taught to darn neatly, and to 
wash dishes properly when a child, I re- 
belled against it. There seemed no ne- 
cessity for it, as my father had plenty of 
servants with not much to do, but my 
mother made me learn, and there is hard- 
ly a day that I do not have cause to thank 
and love them both for persevering with 
me. I learned to darn until it became a 
fine art, could mend delicate laces, my 
lace curtains or silk hosiery, making them 
do me twice the service. 

I can also help a friend. One I am fond 
of has six little ones to darn .for, and I 
often when visiting her, take charge of the 
stocking and sock basket. It teaches us 
to be useful in life. I don't suppose there 
was ever a person fond of washing dishes, 
but there is an art in that, as well as in 
mending or embroidery. The secret is 
in having everything ready, and being 
prepared with the best means of facilitat- 
ing speed. Plenty of nice hemmed linen 
tea towels and a large dish pan or cedar 

tub, whichever you prefer, and a box of 
pearline to throw in the water when you 
wash the dishes. There is nothing that 
ought to be done more daintily or with 
more care than this everyday duty, for a 
fastidious, refined person dislikes to han- 
dle a sticky or dingy piece of china or 
glass. It is certainly a test of a good 
housekeeper to see her china and silver 
and table ware polished and shining. 
There is no to morrow, only day in and 
day out, so if we will try to do cheerfully 
to-day our duty, we have done what we 
could. Helping others is the happiest 
way to lighten our burdens.—Sara H. 
Ilenton. 

HOW MB SPUBOEON PBAYED. 

The great men of God have been men 
of power. The greatest preacher of our 
century by far—and I mean a preacher ; 
I don't mean the most brilliant sermon- 
maker, or the most learned Bible student, 
but I mean the most extraordinary pro- 
claimer of Christ to dying men—was my 
beloved friend into whose study I went 
last summer. And when I looked at his 
empty chair, his dear widowed wife, and 
his son Tom, and I had a good cry over 
that empty chair. There has not been 
left a chair like that in my days or yours. 
Once I saw that man in that chair. It 
was Saturday night, after a delightful af- 
ternoon with him at his home in Upper 
Norwood. He said, "When you are gone 
I am going to get something to feed my 
chickens with to morrow." That was his 
way—to select his text about six o'clock 
Saturday night, and then in thirty minutes 
to prepare his sermon, which he deliver- 
ed to thousands the next day. That was 
his way—to fill up the cask with the Bible, 
turn on the spigot, and let it run. We 
went into his study,—that great workshop 
whose work has gone around the world,— 
and we had prayer ; and when I had fin- 
ished prayer he was in such awful pain 
with his neuralgia that he could not even 
kneel down. He sat at the end of the 
table, and dropped his head between his 
hands, and began to call on God like a 
child at his mother's knee—sweet, simple, 
fervent, grasping, glorious. When he had 
done, I said to Dr. Newman Hall, who 
was with me, "Newman, did you ever 
hear such a prayer as that in your born 
days?" "Never, never," was his reply. 
That was the time he got into the secret 
power. A man who could pray like that 
could influence the world.—Dr. T. L. 
Cuyler. 

THE man who would respect the high- 
est things in himself must show respect to 
the higher things of God." 

EASTEB IN THE EAST. 
Uncle Tom had just returned from a 

long journey to Eastern Africa, and Rob 
and Edith, his little nephew and niece, 
teased him all day long for stories of the 
little black girls and boys of that far-off 
country. 

It was Easter, and he began telling them 
how he had seen the people of that coun- 
try celebrate this day. 

"The king." said Uncle Tom, "who is 
as black as a hat, gives on Easter day, a 
kind of feast to all his people. He has 
tables, no higher than yours, Edith, plac- 
ed all about the palace square, and they 
are loaded with meats and cakes and bar- 
ley bread. 

"The square is strewn with fresh grass 
or reeds, and the people all sit down on 
the ground to eat. They never sit in 
chairs.    They have none. 

"There is a good deal of scrambling as 
to who shall get the most food. But, the 
old, black king, who is watching them 
from a curtained recess not far off, has 
armed soldiers to keep order, and, at the 
first sounds of dispute, or open quarrel- 
ing, the offender is seized, and off he goes 
without his dinner. 

"There were only two who got put out 
at the time I was there, which speaks well 
for the good-nature of the people ; and 
this was how it happened. 

"The way the people eat their meat is 
to take a long strip, put as much in the 
mouth as it will hold, and, with their 
sharp knives, slash it off with an upward 
stroke close to the lips. 

"One greedy boy had no knife, but his 
boy neighbor had one, so the greedy boy 
begged him, as well as he could with his 
mouth full of raw meat, to cut off his 
piece for him. 

"The knife was sharp, and the boy was 
in a great hurry. Whisk—and off went 
just the tip of the greedy boy's black nose 
with the meat. 

"Such a howl ! In a moment they 
were cuffing each other, and tumbling 
about the palace square, screaming like 
monkeys. But the soldiers soon made 
short work of their quarrel. 

"After the feast the people sang—at 
least they called it singing—and danced 
wildly before the king, and beat upon 
drums and cymbals, making such a horri- 
ble din that I was glad to run away."— 
The Household. 

"A TRUE life is a complete life, when- 
ever death intercepts its earthly progress ; 
and a complete life has no ending. A life 
that is lived out to its close is never out- 
lived." 


